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to give him her letters to her daughter, which he would
manage to slip into Charlotte's hand when she was riding
about in Windsor Park. It was almost inevitable that Charlotte,
who inherited from both parents their capacity for rapidly
falling in love, should have a little lost her heart to this attrac-
tive soldier, and she used to send him letters, which letters
her friend. Mercer Elphinstone, later with great difficulty
got back for her. All Captain Hesse's life was of the same
kind of texture. He went abroad, and became the lover
of the Queen of Naples, a liaison which created such a rumpus
that he was finally expelled from that town under an escort of
gendarmes. After various affairs of honour he was killed in a
duel by Count Leon, a natural son of Napoleon. And so,
spectacular to the end, he departed this life.
Charlotte, left penned up at Windsor with the Queen, wrote
to her governess to tell her how things were going in her
absence.
"My dearest Lady de Clifford,
"A thousand thousand thanks for your very kind letter. I should
have answered it directly, but the real truth is I miscalculated a
day, that means lost a day.
"We go on pretty well considering all things without you. Heaven
knows how very much I long to see you. Never have you been
out of my mind since we parted. Our dear Duke [of Brunswick,
brother to Caroline] sat of his picture yesterday, which was
Saturday. It is coming on very well indeed . . .
"When you saw him you took leave of his dear beard; it is all
cut off, and he looks like us English men. I took leave of it Satur-
day. I will tell you what will make you laugh. We were driving
in Hyde Park yesterday, Sunday, and a man in a plain black
coat, round hat, etc., etc., on horseback rode up close to the
carriage and looked into it. I said to Mrs. U[dney], 'What a very
impertinent fellow this is'; when what should I hear but, eVous
ne me connais pas?5 The carriage of course stopped; and we
spoke, the Duke so changed that you would not know him
again.
"As you were so good as to be anxious about everything that
concerns me, I cannot help telling you that I have lost my dear Puff.
We have advertised him at two guineas reward. I hope I shall
find him.
"But papa has made me a beautiful present of a beautiful white
Italian greyhound, with cropt ears, etc. Captain Lake [at this
time serving on the coast of Spain] took a ship in which the dog
was, which dog belonged to the Empress Napoleon, and was going
to some gentleman as a present from her. He took the ship and
brought the dog as an offering to papa. But he said, 6I don't care